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" Still," I interrupted, " you have given me the
suggestion I wanted. For the relation of affection,
however imperfect it may be, gives us at least some-
thing which perhaps we shall find comes nearer to
what we might conceive to be absolutely Good than
anything else we have yet hit upon."

"How so?"

"Well, to begin with, one's friend appears to
one, does he not, as an object good in its own
nature, not merely by imposition of our own ideal
upon an alien stuff, as we said was the case with
works of art ? "

" I don't know about that!" said Audubon. " In
my own case, at any rate, I am sure that my friends
never see me at all as I really am, but simply read
into me their own ideal. They have just as much
imposed upon me their own conception, as if I
were the marble out of which they had carded a
statue."

" You must allow us to be the judges of that," I
replied.

"Well, but," he said, "anyhow you can't deny
that such illusions are common. What lover ever
saw his mistress as she really is ? "

"No," I said, "I don't deny that But at the
same time I should affirm that the truer the
love, the less the illusion. In what is commonly
called love, no doubt, the physical element is
the predominant, or even the only one present;
and in that case there may be illusion to an
indefinite extent But the love which is based
upon years of common experience, which has
grown with the growth of the whole person,